

IN MANY CULTURES IT IS BELIEVED THAT THE WORLDS OF DREAM AND IMAGINATION ARE AS RE 
AL AS THE CORPOREAL REALITY, JUST DIFFERENT DIMENSIONS OF THE WAKING WORLD 


RUSTIC EXPLOR 

































































WELCOME 
ZAK VANCURA 
EDITOR IN CHIEF OF 
MAGIC ISLAND NORTH 


Welcome to Magic Island North (AKA Manitoulin Island) 
where anything is possible. What seems unreal becomes real 
and the real becomes the fantasy. Where magic, reality and 
fantasy coexist and sometimes intermingle. 

Magic has many faces ranging from the wave of a wand to 
that perfect enlightening sunset or sunrise. Juxtaposed 
reality, pure fantasy, accepted reality, fantastic dreams and 
visions bom in the imagination. It is often all about 
perspective. But mostly Magic Island North’s mandate is 
about reading and visual entertainment for islanders and the 
world at large. All you need is a good, active imagination to 
lose yourself on Magic Island North. 




REALITY is pure magic 


reality becomes 


MEE T 

MAGIC 

ghcstly stake writer 

WE CALL HIM HR SPECTRE 
HE MEIMCST HE THE WCRK 
HE'S ALSC THE PUBLISHER 
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Motorist driving past Ice 
Lake were startled when 
suddenly Icy The Icy Lake 
Monster reared up from the 
depths of Ice Lake weeks 
earlier than its usual first an¬ 
nual appearance. It is be¬ 
lieved the iconic winter Ice 
Lake resident has returned 
from its summer haunt early 
predicting an early winter 
for the island. Though there 
is no record of Icy ever 
harming a human being she 



ICY 

THE ICE LAKE H6NSTER 
RETURNS 


is well known for raiding ice 
fishers huts for their daily 
catch and of course 
frightening her victims out 
of their longjohns. 

The first recordings of Icy 
came back in 2011, when 
global warming started 
melting the polar regions. No 
one knows why the monster 
decided to claim Ice Lake as 
her winter territory but she is 
here and people from 
everywhere come annually 
in hopes of capturing a snap 
shot of this 90 ft Aquarian 
visitor. 


One avid Icy watcher spends 
hours every day waiting for 
her. “I have caught a few 
good snap shots of the old 
girl but my goal is to capture 
in a video.'’'’ Says Ralph 
Hamper of undisclosed resi¬ 
dence. “I think she has a 
cave down there some¬ 
where.” he nods at the lake. 
“I would like to go scuba 
diving to look for her, but, 
well, who knows what the 
monster would do if some 
one invaded here space, even 
if she doesn’t seem to be any 
threat to people.” 


Usually Icy doesn’t appear 
until the first ice forms on 
the lake, but this year, sum¬ 
mer isn’t even officially over 
yet and her she is. 

So be warned all you fishers. 
Icy is at large and likes to 
play steal your fish. 

If by chance you happen to 
get a candid picture of Icy 
The Ice Lake Monster 
snatching a catch you can 
send it to me Zak Vancura. 
I’ll tell your story in his 
bloggerzine. 
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HR. SPECTRE 
THE PUBLISHER 


This publication is partly fact, partly fiction, entirely 
Fun With Fact and Fiction. The keystone to its content 
is: Everything published in Magic Island North has 
some connection with the real island of Manitoulin and 
its cousins Barrie Island, Cockbum, Fitzwilliam Island, 
The Duck Islands, Goat Island and all the Islands in the 
North Channel. 

Mostly Magic Island North is about entertainment 
through words, pictures and sometimes video and 
audio and will be available to all comers Free. 

To best enjoy this publication I suggest you cast off all 
that serious, practical adult stuff you carry around and 
see through those eyes that once viewed the world 
through youthful visions. Reach for the dream. 


MR* SPECTRE: PUBLISHERS BLURB 



A LITTLE PEICE OF PARADICE 



Sometimes there is a special 
kind of magic just outside 
your door and looking back 
over your shoulder. 
Sometimes magic is raised 
with a wand but sometimes 
it comes from the essence of 
time and nature. Here is 
where I live, in my own lit¬ 
tle enchanted forest with my 
very special castle that is as 
warm and cozy as a cottage. 
And all around me is a vast 
reach of pasture, a forest of 
white birch, and a sky filled 
with beautiful soaring crea¬ 
tures who dip down ever 
and anon to sing a song or 
cry hello. Some say you 
can’t live in paradise, but I 
say, from experience, 
sometimes you can because 
paradise is built in your 
mind then projected on the 
world around you. 
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MAGIC ISLAND NORTH 
PRESENTS 

THE ILLUSION OF 

BRIDAL VEIL 


Chapter One 

It can happen only neath the 
Blue Moon of October when it 
is full and bright against a 
clear, starry sky. 


This is a story about a boy 
named Izzland Marsh, aka, Izzy, 
who was in the habit of climbing 
out his bedroom window, usually 
at night, and wandering off on an 
adventure, the kind of adventure 
only boys like him can have and 
that most adults cannot fathom as 
real. Most thought Izzy was an 
incredible story teller with an im¬ 
agination too big for his young 
mind. 

He lived with his uncle who was 
his guardian by default, being the 
only living relative that would 
take in such an ill-behaved boy. 
At fourteen everyone thought he 
should know the difference 
between reality and fantasy. 

It was on the night of a full blue 
moon in October when I zz land 
Marsh sneaked out and found his 
way to the Kagawong River 
where it feeds into Mudge Bay. 
This is what happened. 

As anyone knows, who has 
walked along the Kagawong 
River, there are a wonderful well 
marked trails, one on each side 
of the river that are joined by a 
bridge about half way along 
toward Bridal Veil Falls. By day 
light it is beautiful, but by the 


light of a full blue moon it has a 
special kind of beauty and mood, 
a magical mood in fact that few 
save to most aware ever 
experience, seldom an adult, if 
ever. 

The river runs essentially, north, 
and south. Izzy took the east side 
of the trail as far as the bridge. 
As he reached the bridge and 
looked down into the rushing 
water he spied a very large fish, a 
little too late for the Chinook to 
be running and more startling it 
glowed in the moonlight like a 
rainbow. But that was only the 
half of it. It seemed to Izzy that 
the fish stopped and looked up at 
him, its mouth moving as if it 
was trying to talk, which of 
course couldn’t be because 
everyone knows fish can’t talk, 
at least not in any way a human 
could understand. 

Then the fish, very distinctly 
waved excitedly at Izzy with its 
left pectoral fin. 

With a flick of its tail the fish set 


was slowed by a ridge of rocks 
and had to fight its way past it. 
Izzy thought a couple of times 
that he should go into the water 
and help it but remembered this 
was a natural struggle for all fish 
running the river during the 
spawn. At last they came to 
where the river opens into the 
water falls pool. Bridal Veil Falls 
gleamed brilliantly in the light of 
the full moon and the roar of the 
water seem louder than it did in 
the day light. Izzy stood on the 
bank of the pool watching the 
fish circle round and round. It 
seemed to be getting brighter. 
Then, it stopped right in from of 
Izzy and looked into his eyes. 
The fish’s eyes sparkled like blue 
diamonds in the moon light and 
ever so slowly it opened its 
mouth wide. 


off up river and as quickly as he 
could Izzy followed. He couldn’t 
really see the fish any more, just 
the glow under the water. But 
every now and the then the fish 
















The left pectoral fin was wav¬ 
ing him near. 

Izzy stepped into the water and 
leaned down. When he looked 
closely into the fish’s mouth he 
was amazed to see a shiny piece 
of crystal. 

Cautiously Izzy reached out and 
picked the crystal out carefully. 
“It’s a key.” He said delightedly 
and the fish jumped and once 
again started swimming in 
circles around the falls pool, 
jumping high out of the water 
several times and waving with 
both fins, urging Izzy to follow 
it. The fish seemed to edging 
toward the falls. 

Just like Izzy would do he waded 
in then swam, following the fish 
to the falls. 

Much to Izzy’s surprise the fish 
jumped up on to a ledge behind 
the falls. 

Izzy climbed up...and it got bet¬ 
ter. .. 

The fish balanced itself on its 
stomach using her fins. The she 
fixed her eyes on Izzy, and for a 
second it seemed like she was 
going to talk. Instead of words 
though a there came from her 
mouth a long thin shard of 


crystal. 

Izzy took it gently in his fingers 
and examined it, discovering the 
gem was a delicately carved key, 
much like the old skeleton keys 
his uncle still used in the house. 
When Izzy fixed is eyes on the 
fish again she was laying on her 
side gasping her last breath. Like 
all spawning fish she had given 
up her treasure and her life. 

Izzy knelt down and stroked her 
scales gently, sadly watching her 
brilliant colours fade as she 
slipped into her eternal sleep. 
After a minute Izzy did what he 
thought was right and tipped the 
fish back into the water and it 
disappeared into the froth of the 
falls. 

Izzy got to his feet and was about 
to go ashore but just a that 
moment a moon beam, as blue as 
sapphire cut through the falling 
water like a laser and struck the 
rock behind the falls. It sounded 
to Izzy that there was a crack. 
Then a small chip of stone flew 
into the air and, it seemed, 
vanished in midflight. 

Izzy drew close to the wall, bent 
a little at the waist and saw there, 
a keyhole just the right size for 


his key. 

“Now what’s this.” He 
whispered, then careful fit the 
key into place. 

He turned it right, but nothing 
happened. Then he turn the 
crystal key to the left and 
something clicked, then the 
outline of a door formed in the 
stone. 

“Wow. Its magic. Uncle said 
Manitoulin was a magical place, 
but I didn’t think he meant real 
magic.” Izzy said quite loudly 
but it was drowned out by the 
crashing water. 

Izzy carefully and cautiously 
pushed on the door and it swung 
open easily and silently. For a 
long time, he could do nothing 
but stand there and stare strug¬ 
gling to understand what his eyes 
perceive. 

CONTINUED NEXT WEEK 



I stood on the knoll and my mind went astray 

The leaves of our old maple tree are clinging to the 
branches like children unwilling to leave their mother. 
The calves, though quite grown now still suckle udders. 
A chilled wind beckons an infant winter and the newly 
arrived ravens sing their rancorous song daring the gales 
of November and defying the bitter temps lurking in the 
hidden depth of mid-winter. 

I watch and listen and draw the scent of change and 
allow it to bring on the fantasies and beauties that will 
embrace our world until the great waking song of spring 
drifts upon the warming wind. 











I ain’t no great writer like them best seller awthers in them dime novel books everone 
seems to be readin these days. But I wanna tell my story cuz its one of them lives that’s 
been kinda fun and funny and I’s had a lot of advenchers long the way. I had me a tragedy 
or two as well and I guess if I’s gonna tell my hole story I gotta inclood thems too. 

And if n I’s gonna tell my hole story I’m told by uther awter biografers I should be start¬ 
ing straight from the beginin, and I s’pose it all got started with an advencher so I’s gonna 
begin with the event of my birth, or best yet, a few hours before that catastrofick event. 
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Sometimes the storms that rage 1 
down from the deepest, darkest 
skies over the North Channel and 
rush the shores of Meldrum Bay 

strike hard and fast, battering the 
village with terrifying force, almost 
mystical in nature. 

Sometimes it is mystical and mysteri¬ 
ous, bringing out of the depths of 
nearly forgotten history and mytholo¬ 
gy tales of lost ships and their ill-fated 
crews. 

Sometimes those with keen vision of 
the here and those regions 
that lay just beyond witness 
the eerie, Ghost Ships 
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WHERE DRAMA, SUSPENSE, INTRIGUE, ROMANCE AND MYSTERY 
RUSH ALONG THE STREETS LIKE A MID-SUMMER STORM 



BY 

AUGUST STORM 


I suppose all stories told need to start somewhere and this one fits right 
in. It begins on a warm summer’s morning like any other on the main 
street of Bridgetown. 

Old Mac Viscount, a retired sailor shuffles along heading for the barber 
shop in the basement of the Wheelhouse Inn. He’ll have a shave and 
maybe a hair cut if it had grown any since his last shave. Him and the 
barber, Marty Westben would chat about the same thing they chatted 
about when Mac was in for his shave yesterday morning, mostly about 
having nothing to do but wander around after retiring. 

Then there’d be the widow Marsha Lentford, walking her tea cup poodle 
and stooping down responsibly to pick up the poop her pet dropped in 
the middle of the side walk. 


Some time around 9:30 the street 
traffic picks up and folks with 
boats in the marinas would start 
milling about the stores and 
coffee shops discussing how 
quaint little towns like Bridge¬ 
town always seem so quiet and 
peaceful and for the most part 
they are right, at least on the sur¬ 
face, but times, well, things can 
get a little nasty and stormy even 
in quaint, quiet little towns when 
the few who might get up to no 
good. 

Small towns are like communi¬ 
ties in the big city. Little com¬ 
partments of humanity that tread 
the waters in the urban sea, with 
all their own quirks and quarks 
to keep life interesting. 

It was on a mid-summers morn¬ 
ing when it seemed life would go 
on as it always does with in the 
town limits of Bridgetown that 
the quaint and quiet was thrown 


unceremoniously into a storm of 
intrigue, deception, broken hearts 
and...murder. 

When someone is murdered, 
especially in places like Bridge¬ 
town it always seems sudden, an 
unexpected tragedy. But the real¬ 
ity is that sudden impact on the 
community had probably been 
building for a long time, weeks, 
months, even years, especially 
the domestic variety. Those cases 
are seldom mysterious once they 
are examined more closely, but 
on this quiet mid-summer morn¬ 
ing it wasn’t domestic but it 
came across as sudden and 
engulfed in mystery. 

Sheldon Medane, a tall, hand¬ 
some, athletic man in his twen¬ 
ties, with blue eyes, blond hair 
and a bank account to stymie the 
mind of the most affluent local 
residents. He was a summer resi¬ 
dent who had been spending the 


summer on Magic Island since 
he was bom. He was an only 
child with parents who con¬ 
ceived a child late in life. They 
died when he was just 20 years 
of age and he inherited every¬ 
thing, including the summer 
home just outside town. There 
was also the yacht kept at the 
marina. 

Sheldon came on to the deck of 
the yacht, staggered to and fro 
for several steps. Bonnie Lewis 
from the next slipped cried out. 
“Hey Sheldon, are you still 
drunk?” 

Sheldon wave frantically, stag¬ 
gered another step and fell over 
board. To be continued next week... 









